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THE GREATEST 
HALLOWEEN 
PARTY EVER! 


It was a cold, rainy October night. 

On the streets of New Mouse City, 

the HOWLING WIND threatened to 

rip my favorite CHEESE-CeLeRED ws! 
: £ pa 

umbrella right Out of MY ao i 

Rat's whiskers! How | 
wished I were home relaxing 







in my comfy cat-fur slippers. 

Instead I was heading * 4 _~% 
downtown to... — 

OOPS! | did it 
again! When will 
I ever remember to 
introduce myself? My” 







name is Stilton, Yerontime Nilton.\ am the 
publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the most 
famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 

Anyway, where was I? Oh, yes, I was 
heading downtown to meet My favorite 
nephew, Benjamin. It was only a few days 
until #44 //OWTEN, and I had promised 
him I would throw a Halloween party at my 
house. We would invite all of his friends. 

“Ready to go shopping for the party?” I 
asked the little mouse. 

Benjamin’s snile made me forget all 
about the dreary weather. 

“This is going to be the GREATEST 
Halloween party ever!” he squeaked. “You're 
the be Sf, Uncle Geronimo!” 

Did I mention I have the SWee€ best 
nephew on the planet? 


+ 
TRICKS FOR TAIIn 
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Yoo-Hoo! 


I took Benjamin to TRICKS FOR TAILS, 
the most popular party store in New Mouse 
City. It has lots of decorations, weird 
gadgets, and party pranks. 

When we entered the store, we were greeted 
by the owner, P@WS PRANKSTER. One 
thing you should know about P@WS: He 
loves to test out his pranks on unsuspecting 
customers. 

Of course, today was no exception. 

“Like my ring?” he giggled, waving his paw 
in my face. 

I took a closer look, and a stream of water 
squirted me in the snout! 

Cheese niblets! 

“Got ya!” PAWS cuffawed. 


“Look at this, Uncle,” Benjamin said, 
pointing to a huMONGOUS orange pumpkin. 

I had to admit it was pretty impressive. 

But why had someone left a Lanana 
peel on top of the pumpkin? How 
Strange! 

Benjamin found a rack with lots of scary 
costumes. 

He tried on a SWOSt, an ALIEN, and a 
SKELETON costume. 

They were all so SPOOKY, we couldn't 
decide. We decided to think it over and come 
back in a few days. 

We were about to leave when I felt 
someone — or something — tug on my tail. 

I turned around, but there was no one 
there. How odd! 

I took another step. Again I felt a tug on 


my tail. 








AT TRICKS FOR TAILS: 


1. Disgusting green slime 
2. Plastic Swiss cheese with 
punching glove 

3. Fluorescent fur dye 

4. Giant bat with glow-in-the-dark eyes 
5. Ghost costume 

6. Bogeyman 

7. Rubber snake 

8. Jack-o’-lantern 

9. Stink bombs 
10. Hairy spiders 

Il. Plastic skull 
12. Spider magnet 


13. Squirt ring 








I whirled around fast, but still no one was 
there. How weird! 

A rubber bat dangling from the ceiling 
stared at me with evil eyes. YIKES! I was 
beginning to get the creeps. 

At that moment, the giant pumpkin began 


to move. 
“Yeo-heo!” a voice whispered. 
Suddenly, a furry gray snout popped out of 
the pumpkin. 
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“Like my little jeke, Stilton?” the mouse 
giggled. 

I should have known. It was my friend 
Hercule Poirat, the famouse detective. 
Hercule loves to play pranks, and he’s always 
eating bananas. 

“Stilton, I could really use your help 
solving a /{f//OWTE’ MYSTERY... .” 
he began. 

But I cut him off. 

Hercule loved to get me to help with his 
crazy cases, but I wasn’t about to get involved. 
I had a #£//OW*EN party to plan! 

“Sorry, Hercule, no time,” I said quickly. 

Then I took Bejamin by the paw and 
RAR out the door before Hercule 
could stop me. 


IF YOU’VE SEEN 
THESE PUMPKINS... 


The next day, I went back to TRICKS FOR 
TAUS. I was going to buy the giant jack-o’- 
lantern and a few other scary decorations to 
surprise Benjamin. 

But when I got there, there was re 
left: no TRIGKG, no DECORATIONS, 
no COStUMES. 

“I was robbed!” PAWS PRANKSTER 
sobbed. “They took everything!” 

I looked around. This time, P@WS wasn't 
pulling my PAW. The robbers had taken 
everything. 

Right then, the phone Tag. 

Paws blew his nose— HOHK! — 
then answered the phone. He chatted for a 








minute before hanging up. 
“Well, it looks like I 
wasn't the only one,” he 
said with a sigh. “RATS 
AUTHORITY, Getter 
Cheddar and Geyond, 
and PPOFeSSOr 
PreCiOUSFUR'S 
PPiCELESS ANGIQUES 
were robbed, too.” 
HOW STRANGE, 

I thought. 
| I left TRICKS 
— —_—* FOR TAILS and took 
y the bus to the other side 
of town to do my shopping. 
On the bus, I sat next to a 


SCOWLING mouse with a 
tuft of black fur on top of his 


head and three silver rings in his snout. He 
was chattering into his cell phone. 

“Can you believe it?” I heard him 
squeak. “Last night, some rat robbed the 
PRAM) FACIE IRIE). Now 
where am | supposed to get a scary costume 
for Squeaky’s Halloween party?” 

I was about to tell Snout Rings he already 
looked pretty scary to me when we reached 
my stop. 

I jumped off the bus and headed for the 
farmers’ market. | knew I could find a 
HA {[OWEEN pumpkin there. But I was 
in for another surprise. All of the pumpkins 
had been stolen! 

Instead, | sawa TV crew 
interviewing a farmer. He 
was holding up pictures 


of his MiSSiNg PROpuce. 





“If you’ve seen these 
pumpkins,” he squeaked, 
“please call the POLICE.” 

I started thinking. 








First TRICKS FOR 
TAUS. Then the [P][R)[AJIN][K) t* 
FAG) )RIP). hen bs | 
ALL OF THE PUMPKINS 
iN NEW MOUSE city! ha 

It looked like someone ee. 
was out to sabotage FRHe SAeneae 
Halloween, 


But who? Who? 
Who? 
whoo0® 





GLOPPY 
GREEN SLIME 


There was only one thing to do. I ran to the 
office of Hercule Poirat. As I said, Hercule 
is a great detective. Unfortunately, his office 
is less than great. In fact, it’s a DEGA$TER. 

I knocked on the door to his flea-infested 
shack. Cheese miblets, the place 
was a DUMP! 

I was about to pull out my paw sanitizer 
when I heard a clanking sound. 

I looked up and a bucket filled with 
WOTTMS and glppy Green slime 
poured down on me. 

“HEEEEEEEEEEEEEELP! "I squeaked. 

The door flew open and Hercule Poirat 
peeked out. 





“Is that you, Stilton? How do you like my 
new ANTi-SPy trap?” he asked, grinning. 

I pulled the bucket off my head. 

Oh, how did I get myself into these messes? 
I'm Geronime Stilton, Ym a good mouse. | 
wear a helmet when I ride my bike. I cross 
on the Green, not in between. | never 
litter. Well, except for that one time the wind 
whipped a Cheesy Chew wrapper out of 
my paws when I was driving on the freeway. 

“What brings you here, Geronimo?” 
Hercule asked, interrupting my thoughts. 

“I’m ready to help you solve this 
HEA[[OWEEN mystery,” I declared. 

Hercule picked up a suitcase 
near the door. He told me 





he was off to check out 


some SUSEPEIOUF 


activity. 








“Tl call you 
when I know more!” 
he squeaked. 

“Hercule, wait!” 5 
I called. 

But he was 
already gone. 
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OPEN... 
IF You DARE! 


The morning before Halloween, | woke up 
€arly¥. I had a lot to do to prepare for 
my Halloween party. I was sweeping my 
stoop when I noticed a bright orange-colored 
envelope in my mailbox. On it was written: 
“Open... if you dare!” 


Inside was a sheet with a strange poem: 








On the back of 
the invitation was 
a map on how to 
get to Mystery 
Park. It was all 
very STRANGE. 
I mean, I'd never 
even heard of 

a place called 

Mystery Park. 

I decided to make some hot 

cheddar. Sometimes | think more clearly 

with a steamy mug of kot cheddar in my 

paws. I was still trying to make sense of the 
invitation when my doorbell rang. 

It was my cousin Trap, my sister, Thea, 
and my nephew Benjamin. Each of them was 
waving an ORANGE envelope. 

“Hey, Gerry Berry, I see you got the invite, 





too!” my cousin squeaked. “Fabarooni! We 
can all go together!” 

I chewed my whiskers. 

“Not so fast, Trap,” I warned. “How do 
we even know who sent this? I don’t like 
accepting invitations from STRANGERS.” 

Trap guffawed. 

“Oh, don’t get your fur in a 3 Frenzy, 
Geronimoid. Everybody's going. Plus, 
someone stole all the #/4//OW SE stuff in 
town. How else are you going to celebrate?” 
- seni ini A FACE Lge 

en he added, A 20omBi 
“And, you don’t even 
need a costume, 
Cousinkins. You've 
already got a face like 
aLombie.” 

I ignored him. 





“Why don’t you all come to My 
WOwWSE instead?” | asked. “We don't 
need DEGORATIONS to have fun 
on HALLOWEEN.” 

Trap smirked. Thea rolled her eyes. And 
Benjamin’s shoulders SLUMPED. “Are you 
SuULe you don't want to go to the party, 
Uncle Geronimo?” he asked. 

I gave in. 
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WHAT Is IT? 


That night, I couldn't get to sleep. Just when 
Id Axe§t ff, Id be woken up by what 
sounded like someone r evving up 
their car engine right outside my 
window. How rude! 

The next morning, I stumbled out of 
bed. I was determined to find the late-night 
noisemaker and give him a piece of my 
mind. But when | got outside, I couldn't 
believe my eyes. Smack in the middle of town, 
a €piagaeee Bie tower seemed to have 
risen right out of the ground. It was covered 


by an Orange tarp. 
A crowd stood GR PING at the tower 


with open snouts. 
“What is if?” asked § ‘gt 
















the newsstand 
owner. 

“Who covered it 
up?” grumbled 
the mailmouse. 

“Maybe it’s for 
HALLOWEEN, 
said Boris von 
Cacklefur, 
the owner of 
Fabumouse 
Funerals. It 
looked like we 
had another 
mIGTGRY on 


our paws. 
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A CREEPY KIND 
OF MUSIC 





Halloween had finally arrived. What a strange 
day. All afternoon, a creepy, eerie kind of 
music could be heard throughout town. 

Come to Mystery Park 

As soon as it’s dark. 
You'll shiver with fright 
And munch treats all night! 

So come if you dare— 

ll meet you all there! 

As soon as the sun went down, my family 
showed up on my doorstep. “Get your tail 
in gear, Germeister,” my cousin announced. 
“We're off to Mystery Park. 

Reluctantly, | followed them outside. I was 
still feeling nervous about the mysterious 


invitation. | couldn’t put my PAW on it, 
but something just didn’t seem right. 

As we headed for the park, I noticed a ton 
of rodents all going in the same direction. 
It seemed like the entire city would be 
celebrating {4 //OWEEN at Mystery 
Park: 

“This is going to be fabumouse,” | heard 
one rodent remark. 

“I can’t wait to try the cheese treats,” 
another added. 

“And it’s all 3B!” a third squeaked. 

Everyone was $0 excited. I tried to shake 
off my nerves. After all, it was a party. What 
was there to be MCFVOUS about? It was 
just a Halloween night, and | 
was going to a party thrown by someone 


I'd never met. | gulped. Oh, why was | 
always such a SCAREDY mouse? 





Just as I was about to enter the 
park, my cell phone rang. 

I looked at the number. It 
was Hercule Poirat. 

There was a lot of Static 
on the phone. 

“DONT ...0... ARK... DAN... ROOQOQOUS!” 
he squeaked. 

“What did you say? I can’t hear you!” | 
shouted. 

But it was FOO LATE. The call had 
been disconnected. 

A minute later, | was pushed along by the 
crowd into Mystery Park. 


The heavy 
gates 


Shut 
behind me- 





slammed 


Cad 


IT’s JUST A PARTY 


I started to panic. Why was I feeling $O 

trapped? Get a grip, Geronimo, | told 

myself. /t’s just a party. And what an 
amazing party it was! 

There was music and rides and food 

galore. Plus, everyone entering the park 

%s was given a clown mask. Sort of like 

, x a door prize, I guess. Rodents dressed 

in clown costumes passed out all kinds 

“ of yummy treats. 
I tried to 1¢lax, but I still felt uneasy. Who 





would throw an extravagant HALLOWEEN 
party and invite a whole city of strangers? 
And what was up with the clown costumes? 

I was trying to figure it out when someone 


MYSTERY PARK 

- Ghost Castle 

+ Terror Mountain 

+ Scam Square 

. Piranha Lake 

. Clown Station 

. Clown Train 

. Gremlin Meadow 

+ Poison Ivy Bushes 

. Clown Mask 

10.Cookie Crumble Wall 
11. Free Clown Balloons 

12. Carnivorous Plant Forese 
13. Dinosaur Park 

14. Restrooms 

15.Bumper Cars 

16.Free Food 

17. Free Drinks 

18. Terrifying Runaway Train 
19. Giane Alligator River 
20.Scared-Stiff Roller Coaster 
21. Hot-Air Clown Balloon 
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I nearly J UM PED out of my fur. 

“Hey, JUMPY GERRY! What’s the matter?” my 
cousin Trap asked as he smirked. Then he 
waved a HRIPLE-DECKER cheese sandwich in 
my snout. “Is this free food Staring you?” 

Next to him, Benjamin was happily 
munching on cheddar popcorn. 

‘Taste some, Uncle Geronimo,” he 
offered. 
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Professor Paws von Volt 


Thea sipped a M@Gasize milk shake. 

“LOOSEN UP, Gerrykins,” Thea said. 
“You look like you're in the dentist’s chair 
about to have a ROOT CANAL.” 

I looked around and saw all my friends. 

Everyone was having such a Won d. evrju 


time. 
Everyone, that is, except ME. Oh, why did 
I have such a bad feeling? 








I WANT 
My Mommy! 


Suddenly, all the lights in 
the park. 

Holey cheese! What was happening? I 
heard a rustling sound nearby. In the darkness, 
I could make out a pack of rodents dressed in 
clown costumes. They scurried through the 
FRONT GATE. locking it behind them. 

Then a S€ARY voice rang out: 

Park. 

Welcome. strangers. to eigen hte aia 
Fm gid that YO he gates 
That's right — my assistants Have 


and wait. 
about leaving — just sit down 


jed your houses for my own 


rm the best of the best at stealing your Stuff! 


I gulped. What a NIGHTMARE! All of the 
rodents around me began to scamper around. 
Some tugged at the iron gates, but they were 
imapossible to open. They were 
all bolted with enormouse LOCKS. 

Others tried to climb the walls. But these 
were no ordinary walls. They were covered 
with creamy whipped chocolate: | 
was perfect for eating, but not so great for 
climbing. Mice were SLIPPING AND 
SLIDING all over the place. 

“I want OUF of here!” a rodent fumed. 

“I want my ‘L.'W YER!” another one 
squeaked. 

“I want my Mommy: 1 sobbed 
hysterically. 

Oh, I knew I should have stayed in my 
COZY mouse hole! 


Do YoU KNow 
How TO FLY A 
HELICOPTER? 


At that moment, I heard the thunderous 
roar of a helicopter. 

I looked up. A helicopter with a clown face 

was flying above us. In the light of the 

moon, I could just make out the pilot. 
He wore a trench coat and was waving 
a bafiala in the air. 

I cleaned my glasses, then I looked again. 
Yes, it was Hercule Poirat! Who else would 
fly a HELICOPTER and eat a banana 
at the same time? 

“Stilton, grab hold of the hook!” he yelled. 

I looked around. Hook? What was Hercule 
talking about? A minute later, a huge steel 









hook dropped from the helicopter and 
bonked me on the head. Youe!ill 1 squeezed 
my eyes shut tight, grabbed it, and hung on 
for dear life. 

I yelled down to Thea, Trap, and Benjamin. 

“Don't worry! I'll 
be back soon to get 
everyone out!” 
With a jerk, | 
was reeled up into the 
plane. Hercule shoved 
a headset onto my head so we could 
communicate with each other over 
the ROAR of the engine. 

Soon we were flying high over the park. The 
wind was like a cyclone WHIPPING my 
whiskers all over the place. | made a mental 
note to remember to book an appointment 
with Clip Rat, my barber. It would 


take weeks to UN TANGLE this fur! 

Just then, the helicopter took a noSedive, 
and I let out an ear-piercing squeak. 

“Um, Hercule. D-d-d-o you know h-h- 
h-how to fly a helicopter?” I stammered. 

I stole a quick glance at my friend. He had 
a funny smile on his face. 

“Don’t be Silly. Stilton. I’ve definitely 
flown a helicopter before.” He grinned. 
“Maybe not a REAL one, but I had loads 
of (FF Yo)f¥F airplanes when I was young.” 

MOLDY MOZZARELLA! I was a passenger in 
a helicopter flown by a mouse whose only 
experience as a pilot was playing with tiny 
plastic planes! I began to feel GAMIDUY. Tiny 
dots of light swam in front of my eyes. Well, 
maybe that was because it was nighttime and 
we were hurtling past lots of STARS. But you 
get the point. I was a bundle of Derves! 


“We've got to RESCUE our friends!” | 
shrieked at Hercule. But he shook his head. 
“First we need to find Chuckles!” he said. 

Chuckles? Who was my friend talking 
about? Maybe the altitude was affecting his 
brain cells. | was about to suggest we head 
for the nearest hospital when Hercule began 
to explain. 

It seemed a fHIGF who called himself 
Chuckles had decided to rip off 
New Mouse City. First he stole all the 
HAlLowren supplies in town, then he 
built Mystery Park and invited 


HHH 





everybody to a party. After everyone had 
gathered, he LOCKED the gates and 
began LOOTING all the houses. 

“He’s got an army of mice helping him, and 
they're all dressed like €]} OWNS!” Hercule 
finished. 

I was Stummed., So that was what my 
friend had called to warn me about. Too 
bad I hadn’t been able to hear him. 

“Oh, and one more thing,” Hercule added. 
“This helicopter? It’s Chuckles’s private 
helicopter. Can you imagine how MaD he’s 
going to be when he finds out I STOLE it?” 


who 





At that moment, I heard a sound more 
HORRIFYING than a hissing cat. More 
PETRIFYING than pawnails on a chalkboard. 
It was the FOa® of helicopters — smaller 
clown helicopters. And they were headed 
right for as! 
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I REALLY DESERVE A 
LITTLE SNACK! 


“We're being followed!” I shrieked in a panic 
as the clown copters grew closer. 

But Hercule just laughed. That mouse 
loves a challenge. With a gleeful squeak, 
he yanked on the control stick, then began 
doing Somersaults in midair. 

A wave of nausea hit me. | 
grabbed an airsickness bag. 

“Weak stomach, Geronimo?” Hercule 


smirked. 
I couldn’t answer. I was turning 


as GREEN as a stalk of celery. 


Did! Mention that ~“ A 


4 get @rsick? And 
catsick. And seasick. 
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Oh, and I also get sick when I watch 
clothes tumbling around in the dryer at 
the Squeaky Clean Laundromat. But that’s 
another story. 

Even though my stomach was hurting, | 
still noticed the STRANGE activity going 
on in the streets far below. C]OWNS were 
everywhere. They were FAl]JsAGKIJG the 
city! Houses, stores, banks. The ©]OwnS 
were stealing everything! 

Luckily, Hercule was able to lose the 
clown helicopters that were chasing us. 

“Another job well done!” he congratulated 
himself. Then he pulled a bafiafia out 
of his coat pocket. 

“| really deserve a little snack,” he 
announced as he SAY OV ED the fruit in 
his mouth and flipped the [#@e@!" over his 
shoulder. 


But the peel got STUFGK under the 
control panel. 

“Oops,” Hercule muttered. 

Two minutes later, the helicopter began 
sputtering in the air. 

I looked out the window and saw the 
Sea under us. 

The WAVES were getting nearer and nearer 
and nearer! 


oe ASHHA? 


Before I could scream, we hit the water. 
The helicopter began to SINK 


b >" 
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WE WERE DOOMED! 


I watched in horror as the helicopter began 
to fill up with water. Hercule was passed 
out by my side. 

We were doomed! | saw my life 
FLAEH before my eyes — my first step, 
my first squeak, my first chocolate 
Cheesy Chew. Yum. | love Cheesy 
Chews. | promised myself if | made it out 
of this alive I'd treat myself to one whole 
box. Or maybe two. 

But there was no time to think about 
Cheesy Chews now. | had to think 
FAST | knew that the external water 





pressure would prevent me from opening the 
helicopter door. So I waited until the entire 
helicopter filled up with water. Then I 
grabbed Hercule by the tail and pushed 
open the door. 

The water was bey. 

And it was so DARK at the bottom of 
the sea. 

Above me, the light from the moon made 
the waves SH) MIMER. I swam desperately 
toward the surface. My lungs were about 
to EXPLODE. But | had to keep going. 
For my friend, for my family, and, okay, | 
admit it — for those delicious chocolate 
Cheesy Chews! 

Finally, I reached the surface. “! did i#!” 
I squeaked. 


FISH Foop! 


Right then, Hercule came to. “What 
happened? What are we doing in the water? 
What's for dinner?” he babbled. 

Before I could respond, I noticed lights on 
shore. The ©]}OWS were looking for us! 
We hid under a pier. Too bad there was a 
sewer nearby, The stench was @ - % 
unbelievable. a 9 60 

Footsteps thundered above us. 

Two clowns stood on the pier. Their evil 
laughs filled the eleaw'lic night. 

“That copter sank like a BRECK!” we 
heard one say. 

“Those rodents are fish food now!” 
another giggled. 

“Let’s tell the boss. He’s at the Clown Tower. 








He just got rid of the tarp that was 
on top of the building.” 
Hercule nudged me. 
So that’s what the 
MYSECPIOUS cloth- 
covered skyscraper was all 
about: It was the Thief's 
headquarters! Tie Crown Towsn 
As soon as the clowns 
left, we splashed out of the water. It felt 
good to be on dry land. But what was that 
RWEUL SMELL? | sniffed the air. 
Then it hit me. The stench was coming 
from my own fur! Putrid cheese 
puffs! I smelled just like 


a SEWER RAT! 
Petey 


Chees, 


Puffs! 





we 


AN ARMY OF 
CLOWNS 


I was dying to wash off my fur in a nice 
relaxing bubble bath, but there was no 
time to waste. We had work to do. We had 
to find Chuckles before he left town with 
all our stuff. 

Just then, I remembered the clown masks 
we had been given at Mystery Park. 
I had one for me and one for Benjamin. Now 
I pulled both masks from my pocket. 

“Let’s put on these clown masks so mo 
one will notice us,” I told Hercule. 

We headed toward the center of the city. 
When we arrived, I choked back tears. What 
a dreadful sight! An army of clowns marched 
through the streets stealing everything — 


ya 


SUWWEbHHh, 


jewelry, television sets, video equipment, 
computers, food, and clothing. They dragged 
HUGE sacks of WOWESY from the New 
Mouse City Bank. They emptied everything 
into clown cars. 

With a heavy heart, I watched as the thieves 
carried priceless artwork out of the 
National Mouseum. They even stole the 
Mona Mousa! 

Then they marched up 
the stairs to The Rodent’s 
Gazette. 

I couldn't watch anymore. 

“What kind of a 
MADMOUSE would want to 
ransack a whole oily? . 

I whispered to Hercule. 

As we headed toward the tower, Hercule 

gave me the lowdown on Chuckles. 
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WHAT ARE YOU 
WAITING FOR? 


At last, we reached the Clown Tower. I saw 
a line of clown cars coming and going. The 
clowns were piling up the stolen foods 
and heading back for more. 

Hmmm. How would we get close to the 
TOWER without being noticed? 

“What we need is another plane,” Hercule 
suggested. “No one can grab us while we're 
in the air.” 

Just then, I saw a three-wheeled contraption 
attached to a huge ClOwn-faced kite. 

“It’s a motorized hang glider!” Hercule 
Squealed. “And look, those two FOOLS are 
guarding it!” 


What luck! 


Quietly, we Seampered over to the 
plane. The two guards were playing ring- 
around-the-rosy with each other. 

When they finished, they collapsed. 

“That was fun,” said one of the guards. 
“But now I'm tired.” 

“Guess the boss won't mind if we take a 
little sneeze,” said the other guard. 

A minute later, the two guards were 
snoring like babies. 

Hercule Sprang into action. He raced over 
to the hang glider and turned on the motor. 

“What are you waiting for, Geronimo?” he 
squeaked excitedly. “Climb on!” 

Suddenly, I realized what I was about to do. 
My paws began to shake UNCONTROLLABLY. 


“Um, Hercule, do you know how to FLY 
this thing?” I asked. 

Hercule grinned gleefully. “Don’t be SILLY, 
Geronimo. Of course I know how to fly a 
glider,” he said. Then he added, “Maybe not 
a eal one, but I flew loads of paper gliders 
when I was a little mouseling.” 

My fur turned gpaste. 

“We're off!” Hercule cried as the glider rose 
and dipped in the sky like a SEASICK pigeon. 

Hercule took a bafiafa out of his 
pocket. 

“I deserve a little snack!” he announced. 

I gulped. I wondered if it was possible 
to die from 


fright. 
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THE CLOWN TOWER 


The hang glider lifted us H?i8HeER AND 
HFSHER into the air. | chewed my whiskers 
to stop myself from screaming. 

Then, way down below, we spotted it. An 
IMMENSE statue of a C]OWN rose 
from the ground. 

The Glewn Tewer! 

A flower on top of the statue’s hat 
spun around at regular intervals. It was 
a ISALIDALIR detector. It looked like 
Chuckles was serious about keeping away 
trespassers. 

I closed my eyes as Hercule plunked the 
hang glider down on the edge of the statue. 
Whew! The radar JUST MISSED US! 

I stepped gingerly away from the glider, 





trying not to look down. Did I mention I’m 
afraid of HEIGHTS? Meanwhile, Hercule 
was busy munching bafMafas. He threw 
the peels on the ground. I followed behind 
him, picking them up. One thing you should 


know about Hercule: He’s the biggest 
litTersug on the block! 

There was a small door in the ear of the 
statue. We opened it. Did I mention that | 
really, really small spaces? And 








the )L\LQCC? 1 am without a doubt the 
biggest Scaredy mouse on Mouse Island! 

The door led toa lon nnmnnnng, 
dark flight of stairs. It was so SPOOKY. I was 
SCARED out of my skull. 
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113TH FLOOR! 


We came to an elevator. 

On the wall was a map of the tower with 
an inscription: 

Yeu are en the 113th fleer! 

I began to feel TRAPPED. 

“We have to get .. .” I started to squeak. 

But Hercule interrupted me. 

“Yes, we have to get to Chuckles,” he 
said. 

Hercule nudged 
me into the elevator 
and the doors slid shut 
behind me. 

He pushed a button 
that read: 100th fleer: 
Ghuckles’s effice! 








I wanted to Gry. I wanted to SCREAM. 
I wanted to run to the Lestful Recent for a 
massage with Gheese-scented oils. 

“We have to get out of here,” | whispered. 
But it was too late. 

Dirigt 

The elevator had arrived on the 100th floor. 
The doors opened into Chuckles’s office. 


I KNEW 
IT Was You! 


Chuckles’s office looked just like the inside of 
a circus tent! 

There was a huge stage and lots of brightly 
colored lights. And in the center of the stage 
sat... Chuckles! 

He wore WICUITL gloves, a yellow wig, 
and a little ¢@@ hat. His blue pants were 
super baggy, and his ye!low tie was dotted 
with purple polka dots. His 
<P, black shoes were so 
oversized | wondered how 








he managed to walk without 
falling flat on his face. 

We watched as Chuckles 
picked up something 


orange from a big orange pile in the corner. 
What was Chuckles doing? 

We crept closer. He was CARVING a 
pumpin! 

When he finished, he looked at it with 
satisfaction. 

Then he sang a little song in a high-pitched 
voice, 

“Oh, this Halloween is the best! 
il be richer than all of the rest! 
rl steal all of the money! 

Oh, aren't I funny? 
This Halloween is the best!” 

What a rotten, low-down, no-good rat, | 
fumed to myself. He had stolen from all of 
the good mice of New Mouse City! Hadn’t 
anyone ever told him that Stealing is 
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wrong? Without thinking, I let out a loud 
SNORT. 

Uh-oh. The clown heard me and screamed, 

“Who's there? 

Show your face in my place!” 

We approached timidly, our clown masks 
still on our faces. He looked at us suspiciously 





and yelled, 

“What's with the clothes? 

Why are you in those?” 

Hercule spoke right up. 

“Chief, we took our uniforms to the 
cleaners,” he offered. But Chuckles didn’t 
seem to be BU TUNG it. He stared at us 
skeptically. Then he pointed to me, and 
boasted, 
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Swowss 


"You're dressed just like Stilton, 

the newpaper mouse. 

He thinks he’s so smart, 

but I'll steal his whole house!” 

I groaned inwardly. I pictured the clown 
army ransacking my house and making off 
with my precious antique cheese rinds and 
my Encyclopaedia Ratannica collection. 

Then Chuckles pointed his paw in 
Hercule’s face and said with a smirk, 

“And you're dressed like Poirat. 

the detective, that's who! 

He such a big slob, 

he belongs in a zoo!” 

I could hear Hercule gnashing his teeth. 
A minute later, he whipped off his mask. 
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“Til tell you who belongs in a zoo, 
CLOWN FACE!” Hercule shouted. 

Chuckles shrieked, “! Knew it was 
you!” 

Then he jurmped to his feet. It took him 
a little while because of those oversized 
shoes. 
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WATCH My SHOW 


I shivered. What would Chuckl¢s do to us 
now? 

Chuckles let out a cruel laugh. His nose 
fit wp when he was excited. Or maybe he 
had a sinus infection. It was hard to tell. 

He put his paws around us. Then he said, 
“I'll let you both go if you watch my show.” 
His show? 

Chuckl¢s challenged us to a contest. He 
would do his act. And if we did not (aug, 
he would let us go. 

That sounded easy. After all, I consider 
myself an INTELLECTUAL mouse with 
a sophisticated sense of humor. Silly 
clewn jekes wouldn't work on me. 

We agreed. Chuckles began. 


First he jumped 
into a little car. 
He pressed the 
horn, and water 
squicted 


him in his face. 





Next he 
pretended to 
trip and Smacked his snout 
on the floor. . 
Piop! 





He turned out 
the lights. Then 
he pulled a glow- 
in-the-dark skull 
out of his hat. 





He made a 
thousand //47/7/ y 
faces. 





He sat ona 





whoopee 
cushion. 
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He threw a 
pepper bomb 
that made 
us both 


Sheeze. 








Then he threw a Stink bomb. 


And he made a fake spider JUMP from 
his pocket. 








Finally, Chuckles took a giant rubber 
hammer and smacked Hercule in the head. 
My friend giggled. Then he began to LAUGH. 

I couldn't believe it. How could Hercule 
fall for the old rubber hammer trick? It was 
so SILLY. It was so RipicuLouS. 

Then Chuckles hit me in the 
head with the hammer. I burst 
out laughing. I couldn’t help 
it. It was too FUNNY. 

“I won!” Chuckles 7 


declared. 







, won! 
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POOR STRAWBERRY! 


I was Crushed. | stopped laughing 
immediately and began to Cry. 

“GET A GRIP, Geronimo!” Hercule 
ordered. “I've got an idea.” 

He told Chuckles he was challenging him 
to another contest. “If | can make you Cry, 
then I win,” he said. 

Chuckles hesitated. 

“What’s the matter, Clown Face? You're 
not chicken, are you?” Hercule teased. 

That did it. The clown rolled his eyes and 
said, “I accept your dare. Like | really 
care.” 

Hercule winked at me. Then he began 
his story. 

“Once upon a time, there was a teeny tiny 


mouse who lived in a teeny ting house deep in 
the woods. One day, the teeny ting mouse was 
out looking for food when he spotted a HUGE 
RED STRAWBERRY. He pushed 

and he pulled and he dragged the 
strawberry all the way back to his 

house. Then he was so tired he 

took a nap, dreaming of FTRAWBERRY PTE. 
But while he was sleeping a big, hungry 
wolf came by. “Oh, what a delicious-looking 
combo meal,” he said. And so he opened his 
GREAT BiG mouth and gobbled up 
the strawberry and the teeny ting mouse in one 
giant gulp! The end.” 

Chuckles’s lip began to quiver. 
Then two big tears slid down his cheeks. 
Then he rolled on the ground, sobbing 
uncontrollably and blowing his nose in his 
polka-dotted handkerchief. 






“Poor 
strawberry! é , 
Poor mouse!” 


7 
he cried. 


I nodded, <p 
wiping tears ot 
from my own Nv o 


eyes. What can I say? I'ma 

sensitive mouse, too. 

Meanwhile, Hercule made Chuckles tell 
us the SG¢rGt PAsswOrd that opened the 
locks to Mystery Park. 

But just as we were about to leave, 
Chuckles ran to a small round room filled 
with levers and switches. 

He hit a few buttons. Then the whole room 


began to RUMBLE! 





We 
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You WILL BE MINE 


What was happening?! Was it a terpnade? 
Was it an earthquake? 

Just then, I realized the noise was coming 
from inside. The whole tower Shook. 
Then we rose into the air. Yes, the Clown 
Tower had turned into a giant FLYING 
MACHINE! 

Cc huckles began to sing a little song. 

“You can't get away from me! 

I need some friends, you see. 

And you will be mine 

Until the end of time— 

Yes, you'll Keep me company!” 

Wow! Chuckles’ss CHE@SE really had 
SLIPPED off his cracker. 

Next tome, Hercule stamped his foot. “We 


don’t want to go with you!” he shouted. “You 
can't FORCE someone to be your friend!” 

Annoyed, Chuckles pressed a button. 
In a flash, two windows on which we were 
leaning opened. 

“Too bad for you!” he yelled. 

A minute later, we found ourselves 
hurtling into space. 

Hmm. Maybe being forced to travel the 
world with a CRAZED CLOWN wasn't 
such a bad idea after all, | thought as my life 
FLASHED before my eyes. 

But then I heard something 
snap. Miraculously, a YELLOW 
parachute opened above us. 
“Good thing I listened to 
Granny IronwhisKers 


this morning when 








she reminded me to 


Poirat 










take my chute!” 
Hercule chuckled. 
“Jessirree, 
I never 
leave home 
without it!” 


PARTY AT My 
HOUSE! 


We landed outside the giant GATES to 
Mystery Park. | punched in the 
PAGswOrD) Chuckles had given us, and 
the gates swung open. 

Our friends swarmed out. Benjamin gave 
me a giant hug. “I knew you'd SAVE 
us, Uncle Geronimo!” he Squeaked. “Too 
bad we didn’t get to celebrate // A[LOwreEN 
this year.” 

I sighed. But then I had an idea. Who 
says #/4//OWEEN can only be one night of 
the year? 

“Let’s have a #/4//OWEEN party at my 
house tomorrow night,” | told my nephew. 


As My 
GRANDMOTHER 
DAYS 2 es 


The next day, I worked like a MADMOUSE 
getting things ready for the party. I cleaned 
my mouse hole from top to bottom. Then | 
made my own £7 //OWEEN decorations. 

I drew RI GGURGES of purmpteins, 
GMOSTS, and BATS on construction paper. 
Then I cut them out and hung them up all 
over my house. I filled a glass pitcher with 
punch and labeled it VAMPIRE JUICE. 

Before I knew it, it was time for my party to 
begin. I wrapped myself up in GULG3 FEEGP 

Just as I finished, the doorbell rang. 
Guests streamed into my house. | welcomed 


a MONSTER, an alien, a ZOMBIE, and more. 


I must admit, some of the costumes were 
pretty SCary. | had to keep reminding myself 
that they were all my friends. Still, my knees 
shook every time I passed by Frankenstein. 
And Count Dracula’s FANGS were positively 
FUR-RAISING! 

I was trying to calm my nerves when 
Hercule Poirat showed up. He was dressed 
in his usual SLOW TREAD CORT and hat. 

“Where's your costume?” I asked. 

Hercule S¢ratched his head. “This is 


my costume,” he said. “I’m dressed like a 
DETECTIVE.” 





Then he added, “As Granny IronwhisKers 
says, always be yourself.” 

I shtickered, “Um, Hercule, I don't 
think she was talking about /////OW "EN 
costumes,” I said. 

Hercule bristled. “Are you making fun 
of my grandmother, Geronimo?” he accused. 
“I'll have you know my grandmother is one of 
the SMaPteSt PODENtS I know. She gives the 
best advice. Like ‘Never talk to strangers’ 
and ‘Don't taKe any wooden nicKels’ and 





‘If youre happy and you Know it, 

clap your paws.’ Well, that 
last one is actually the title Zod Willer, 
of a song she used to sing, 








but you get the idea. My 
grandmother's amazing.” 

He kissed the photo of 
his grandmother 
that he kept in his wallet. OQ 

Then he looked around q O 0 
the room. “Speaking of y O 
amazing, Geronimo,” 
he squeaked. “When are 
you going to set me up 
with that @Ma@ZINg sister 
of yours?” 

I sighed. All of my friends 
fave my sister, THEA. She is 
smart, beautiful, and super 


B 


adventurous. The thing is, my sister has so 
many boyfriends, she can’t keep them all 
straight. 

Still, I felt bad for Hercule, so I told him 
I'd see what I could do. 

“Great!” Hercule shouted happily. 
“How can I repay you? I know! I'll set you 
up with my cousin Brutella Poirat. You'll 
love her!” 
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WHAT'S SQUEAKING? 


Before I could STOP him, Hercule pulled 
out his cell phone and called his cousin. 

“Brutelld, what’s squeaking? It’s your 
cousin Hercule,” he began. “Listen, I want 
you to meet my friend Geronimo Stilton. 
You're gonna tove him. He’s not brawe 
or athletic. In fact, | guess you could say 
he’s an uncoordinated scaredy mouse. 
That’s why I thought of you. You could whip 
him into shape. Maybe take him to your 
WEIGHT-LIFTING CLASS or show him 
your karate moves. You're a BLACK 
BELT, right? You two would be great 
together! Just don't break his tailbone like 
you did to your last boyfriend.” 

I chewed my whiskers. Weight lifting? 






SNIMOUHL SNISIC 


KARATE? Broken TAILBONE? Oh, how 
did I get myself into these situations? 

I started to tell Hercule that I planned on 
being 12UISY for the next TEN MILLION 
YeaRS, but he ignored me. 

“It’s all set, Geronimo. You call THEA 
and we'll all go out tomorrow night. This 
is perfect! Just think of it. If I 
married your sister... and you married 
my cousin... we would be RELATED! 
Wouldn't that b INCREDIBLE?!” 
he squeaked happily. 

I gulped. It would be incredible, all right. An 
incredible NIGAEMAFE! still, what could 
I say? Hercule was so EXCITED he looked 
like he was about to explode. So | plastered a 
smile on my snout and just nodded. After all, 
I didn’t want to make a scene in the middle 
of my Halloween party. 


Later that night, | COLLAPSED into 
bed and FeLL ASL@@P instantly. Can you guess 
what I dreamed about? I'll tell you. I dreamed 
about Chuckles and stolen pumpleins 
and one CRAZY #£4//OWTEN 1 will never 
forget! 
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Note: Before you start organizing a 
ce party, ask an adult for help. cad 
<7 Remember that knives and sharp. = 1)» 
scissors can be dangerous! 








1. Take a balloon, inflate it, and tie 

it with a long string. 
2. In the center of a sheet of tissue 
paper large enough to cover the balloon, 
cut a small hole for the string. Be sure 
to use safety scissors! 


3. Insert the balloon’s string 
through the opening. 


oe 4. Wich a black felt-tip pen, draw 
4 the ghost’s eyes and mouth. Hang 
NS it as a decoration. 












1. Draw a bat on a piece of 
construction paper. 
(See drawing.) 


2. Cut along its edges, 
and then cut an opening 
along the mouth, (Be sure 
to use safety scissors.) 





3. Wrap the construction paper bat around a rolled 
napkin and insert its long tail through its mouth. 








1, Fold a white, black, or orange sheet of construction 
paper into an accordion as shown. 


2. On the front of the first fold, 
draw a ghost (A), a bat (B), 
or a pumpkin (C). 
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3. Cut along the edge of the drawing 
with safety scissors. Then open the 
paper chain. With a black felt-tip 
pen, color some scary expressions 

on every 
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1. Copy the above designs on a sheet of black 
construction paper. Using safety scissors, cut along the 
edges of both designs, and cut along the dotted lines. 


2. Glue the body to ss 
its legs as shown. " 


3. Roll the body and stick it 


G under its head. 
Ss 






4. To make the taranuula look more 
realistic, make folds on every leg. 








1. Make lots of awesome straws for your guests. Draw, 
color, and cut out black cats, bats, skulls, and spiders 
from different colored construction paper (always using 


safety scissors). 
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2. Put a piece of tape behind each design 
and attach it co a straw, 

















1. On a sheet of black 
construction paper, draw wings 
as shown, Cut them out with 
safety scissors and attach them 
with adhesive tape on ewo sides 
of a bortle. 


2. Draw eyebrows, cut them out, 
Zz and glue chem on the bottle. 


3. Draw two circles, cut them out, and color them yellow. 
Transform them into eyes by coloring the pupils with a 
black fel-tip pen. Glue them 
under the eyebrows. 





4. Draw a mouth 
with four tecth, 
cut it out, and 
glue ic on the 
bottle as shown. 











Vampire Juice: Puc some ice cubes in a 
pitcher and fill it with your favorite red 





Bug Juice: Fill a pitcher with yellow 
lemonade. Add a drop of green food 
coloring. 





Bat Juice: Put some ice cubes in a 
pitcher and fill it with grape juice. 





Label cach beverage. 








Ingredients: Ready-made pizza crust, tomato sauce, 
shredded mozzarella, a hard-boiled egg, olives, pincapple 
slices, small tomato, pepperoni slices. 


1. Ask an adult co curn on the oven to 375°F. 





2. Spread tomato sauce evenly over pizza crust 
and sprinkle shredded mozzarella over sauce. 


3. Place two half slices of the hard-boiled egg 


a®) where the cyes should be. Place an olive on the 


slices to form the pupils. 


4. Cut wo slices of pineapple into the shape of eyebrows. 
Place them over eyes as shown. 


5. For a nose, puta slice of tomato in the center ©e 
of che pizza. Use the small slices of pineapple B Xcsg 
¢ Od 
for teeth. 










6. Place the pepperoni 
slices around the face. 


7. Bake for about 25 
minutes, or follow 
baking directions on 
the crust package. 
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Sarcophagus Feet 


1. Take several slices of soft bread 
and, with the help of an adult, cut 
them into the shape of feet. 





2. On one side, spread some grape 
jelly. Place grapes on the toes. 





Mummy Dentures 


1. Take some slices of soft bread and, 
with the help of an adult, cut them into 
the shape of a half moon, 





2. Spread cream cheese on one side, chen put some 
pistachio nuts all around the edges. 


3. Place another slice of bread on top. 








CA aie a fun and 
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Meet 
NG REEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR. 


I, Seronéme Stillen, have a \ot of mouse 
friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and mouse 
with a pet bat named 

I'm a real mouse, but 
even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 

fascinating. | can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly 498 

spooky tales! 


SMA Geronimo Stilt ) YN, sae ) 
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CREEPELLA Yow CACk LerDR CrrePetia vox Cack ere 
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very special 


editions! 





THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 





THE QUEST FOR = THE AMAZING 
PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 


IN THE KINGDOM 


KINGDOM OF FAN’ 
OF FANTASY = 





y oO me 


fa Dear mouse friends, l 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It'll be anothe aidiats sr 

adventure, ada a promise! 


LP 


ronimo «Geronimo Stilton , Geronimo Stilton 
eo 
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